First, though, the story. An anonymous primary narrator is visiting an old friend and fellow-traveller, Kennedy, now a doctor in rural Kent. They happen to meet an unprepossessing local woman, Amy Foster, and later in two episodes of oral narration, Kennedy tells the story of Amy and her foreign husband. The AustroPolish peasant called Yanko Goorall has been lured from his home somewhere in the Carpathian mountains by a fraudulent emigration scheme, promising a life of riches in America. When the emigrant ship is wrecked in a night-time storm off the Kentish coast, Yanko is the only survivor, an outlandish and inexplicable arrival greeted at first with hostility by the English among whom he has come, and later, proving himself a useful labourer, given a qualified acceptance. He settles down and marries the servant girl Amy Foster, and they have a child. But his wife remains 5 suspicious and scared of his foreignness, and especially when he seems to want to teach their baby his own language. Finally, when he is delirious with fever and babbling in a tongue she cannot understand, Amy panics, takes the child and flees, and Yanko dies abandoned and heartbroken. This is the story. It is presented in three frames of diegetic distance, two narratorial and one temporal. The primary narrator sets the scene. The oral narratives of Dr Kennedy, in two phases, are reported by this primary narrator. And Kennedy's story of Yanko in England tells of a sequence of events completed in the past, so that memory itself adds an extra mediating and distancing frame. It is just the mode of narration Conrad had employed in the recently completed 'Heart of Darkness' (serialized in Blackwood's, 1899). At the centre of this is a further inner frame, Yanko's story before his arrival in England -his Polish story -which is reported in Kennedy's own words as told to him by Yanko himself. This includes a number of estranging and defamiliarizing features, consequent on Yanko's limited understanding (he had never seen a train, or a ship, for example).
These distancing devices are of particular interest in a story which is about closing distance, making contact, indeed about what has been called the enigma of arrival, in which the alien irrupts into the familiar: I will return to them. When Yanko arrives on the Kentish coast he could scarcely be more outlandish, washed up in the middle of the night more dead than alive, covered in mud from head to toe, with no idea 6 where he is (perhaps this is America?), and not a word of the language, so that his wild gestures and incomprehensible shouting lead the locals to think he may be a supernatural being, a monster, a madman, or some kind of animal. Children pelt him with stones: others run away. The story emphasizes the narrowness of vision of the local people, their lack of education and knowledge of the world: agricultural labour has bowed them to the ground, they are 'uncouth in body', says the doctor, 'and as leaden of gait as if their very hearts were loaded with chains' ('AF', 153).
They are not equipped to relate to the strange arrival as a human being in need of help and sanctuary. Various sightings of him are reported, as the local people try to understand what has come to them, with the protocols of their limited categories of the unwelcome: he appears to them as a corpse, a hairy sort of gypsy fellow, a funny tramp, a drunk, a troublesome lunatic, and so on ('AF', 158-60). How could hospitality be proffered to such an arrival? 7 He is trapped and locked in a woodlodge, out of sight.
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The local people's ignorance is diagnosed by Dr Kennedy as a lack of imagination, a deficit which makes them unable to see the outlandish stranger as a human being, or indeed to see him at all, because they will not look. Again and again they avert their gaze and shut their ears to him. He is turned away, often with violence, and in their aversion they turn away from him, driving him or imprisoning him out of sight, and trying to shut up or shut out or shut in his alarming voice, with its weird accents and 7 incomprehensible words, 'enough to make one die of fright' as one of them says, and heard by Mr Smith, who locks him up in the wood-lodge, as 'this insane, disturbing voice crying obstinately through the door' ('AF', 159, 160). Imprisonment is one of the opposites of hospitality (exclusion the other). The transaction of hospitality cannot even begin so long as the voice of the stranger is not admitted, or not admitted as a human voice; hospitality depends on the possibility of human dialogue. Much more than his bizarre appearance, Yanko's alien speech will remain the chief marker of his foreignness, and disqualify him from hospitality and help until somebody appears who is willing both to see and to hear him. This is Amy
Foster, who will emerge as a grotesque late avatar of the 'angel in the house'.
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She hardly seems promising material for an angel. She is plain, passive, ignorant, illiterate, charmless, a lowly subordinate with no rights in the household of her employer Mr Smith (and therefore ill qualified to perform the rites of hospitality as a hostess), and in her own family. 10 Kennedy notes that she is short-sighted, and so inert of mind that she seems 'everlastingly safe from all the surprises of imagination' The most splendid hospitality in the tale is afforded to Yanko by the narration of Dr Kennedy, a gift of which, of course, Yanko himself must be unaware, since the narration is made after his death so that the gift is, in this sense, not personal. 16 The 11 doctor's voice hosts the stranger's story, and clothes the indigent arrival in gracious, light and lyrical English, so that we see in him an almost unearthly swain among the dour Kentish peasants -'amongst these heavy men a being lithe, supple and longlimbed, straight like a pine, with something striving upwards in his appearance as though the heart within him had been buoyant' ('AF', 153). 17 This remarkable version of pastoral performs with much greater eloquence, but from a distance or height, the gesture of hospitality we have seen made by Amy Foster, seeing the stranger and adducing the innocent heart beneath the outward appearance.
Kennedy's welcome of Yanko is kindly, disinterested, professional. 18 Amy Foster's gamble on Yanko, her faith in him, is the more absolute, however, since she puts her trust in the stranger's essence with no knowledge of his provenance, his history, or even his name, the existential hinterland which Dr Kennedy will be able to explore out of curiosity related to his own worldly experience, and because eliciting a new patient's 'history' was a routine procedure of the medical practice in which he is trained. 19 Kennedy has linguistic resources unavailable to Amy, and his hospitality to Yanko is enacted discursively in his narrative report of the story Yanko has told him about his journey. Elsewhere Kennedy has expressed admiration for Yanko's beautiful voice, and in retelling the emigrant's story, he pays him the compliment of reproducing, in his own English, the estranged and defamiliarizing modality with which the story was 12 told to him, so that Kennedy and Yanko embrace dialogically, indeed contrapuntally, in one of the most striking narrative sequences in all Conrad. 20 I must illustrate with a long example.
There was a roof over him, which seemed made of glass, and was so high that the tallest mountain-pine he had ever seen would have had room to grow under it. Steam-machines rolled in at one end and out at the other. People swarmed more than you can see on a feast-day round the miraculous Holy
Image in the yard of the Carmelite Convent down in the plains where, before he left his home, he drove his mother in a wooden cart -a pious old woman who wanted to offer prayers and make a vow for his safety. He could not give me an idea of how large and lofty and full of noise and smoke and gloom, and clang of iron, the place was, but someone had told him it was called Berlin.
Then they rang a bell, and another steam-machine came in, and again he was taken on and on through a land that wearied his eyes by its flatness without a single bit of a hill to be seen anywhere. One more night he spent shut up in a building like a good stable with a litter of straw on the floor, guarding his bundle amongst a lot of men, of whom not one could understand a single word he said. In the morning they were all led down to the stony shores of an extremely broad muddy river, flowing not between hills but between houses that seemed immense. There was a steam-machine that went on the water, 13 and they all stood upon it packed tight, only now there were with them many women and children who made much noise. A cold rain fell, the wind blew in his face; he was wet through, and his teeth chattered. He and the young man from the same valley took each other by the hand. ('AF', 156) 21 If Amy Foster displays an exemplary or utopian hospitality towards the uninvited stranger, and Dr Kennedy offers him a cooler enlightened and worldly welcome, their neighbours' reception of Yanko hardly counts as hospitality at all. They never really transcend or relax the aversion and fear with which they first greeted him.
Every step in his integration to the community is difficult, and grudgingly conceded. he digs barefoot, and later it is discovered that he can help at ploughing, milking, 14 feeding the bullocks and looking after the sheep. Slowly he comes into visibility. 'His foreignness had a peculiar and indelible stamp. At last people became used to seeing him. But they never became used to him.' ('AF', 168) Even working for them, he is suspected of divided loyalty at the least.
Here Derrida's coinage, 'hostipitality', becomes appropriate. 22 For indeed, the more Yanko moves into the space of the local -wearing the clothes, doing the work, picking up the language, marrying the girl -the more starkly that peculiar and indelible foreignness stands out. Acts of hospitality serve as a constant reminder of the difference of the guest (or guest worker), since hospitality requires, a priori, an outsider to receive it and an insider or host to confer it. I cannot offer hospitality in another's house: my hospitality is a reminder or assertion that I am the master of the house, even as I voluntarily relinquish a corner of that mastery to the guest. 23 'Injustice … begins right away, from the very threshold of the right to hospitality,'
Derrida says. 24 The imposition of language is frequently one of the first acts of mastery asserted by the host: immigrants are expected to speak or learn a language not their own. Yanko (an uninvited guest after all) is tolerated, but not trusted, and certainly not assimilated. He experiences the immigrant's double bind: he will always be mistrusted for being too foreign, and he cannot be allowed to become too local.
Unable to assimilate, he will be suspected, and correctly, of divided loyalties. In his adopted neighbourhood he moves in an atmosphere of hostility that pains and It seems the borders are most strictly policed when it comes to overt expression of the immigrant's cultural difference, and the evidence of the basis of his subjectivity in alien cultural practice and tradition. Yanko's simple Catholic piety is an issue here, 16 and is regarded with suspicion by the local folk; but more important is the question of his language. 25 As we have seen, from his first appearance among them it is his voice that arouses most hostility, incomprehension and fear in the locals, as the illegible code of a difference they find hard to forgive. To the cosmopolitan Kennedy, Yanko's voice in song is 'light and soaring, like a lark's, but with a melancholy human note'; but the neighbours, hearing the identical sound, grumble about the stranger going about the fields 'screaming dismal tunes' ('AF', 168). To them, his native language is a scandal that will always remind them he is somewhere he does not belong, and that he contains within him a history and experience that will always be dark to them. Amy Foster, we remember, felt she could access that interiority in a welcoming act of imagination. But it turns out tragically that that imagination too has severe limits, and her husband's alien language comes to be a thing of horror to her. She has shared a house and a life with the man, but things reach a stage where she literally cannot bear to hear his language in her house, because his alien words are the audible signs of the opacity of his heart.
In the end it is illness, not drink, that loosens Yanko's tongue and shows him to be ineluctably alien. But before this bleak crisis, he has already alarmed his wife by crooning to their child a song from his own country, having boasted to the doctor that he now had a son to whom he could sing and talk in his own language. His return to Polish (if it is Polish) shows his subjectivity alive but forever dark to Amy.
This stubborn assertion of his native tongue makes him increasingly an object of incomprehension and therefore fear to his wife. His heart is becoming dark to her, she loses her trust in him (might he be feigning his illness?) and his passionate and opaque speech is the sign of that hinterland from which she is excluded, which he now proposes to share with their child, in effect making the boy a changeling.
Derrida asks: 'What in fact does language name, the so-called mother tongue, the language you carry with you, the one that also carries us from birth to death? Doesn't it figure the home that never leaves us?' 26 Amy sees this as a linguistic kidnap or rapture, an attempt to make the child as alien and outlandish and incomprehensible as, she starts to understand, his father has always been to her. Trust breaks down, and in his heart she reads no longer innocence but an intention to make her own child a stranger to her. As Yanko descends into fever, muttering unintelligibly, he begins to become invisible to her: 'her dumb eyes that once in her life had seen an enticing shape,' says Kennedy, now seem 'to see nothing at all'. He shouts at her -'he may have thought he was speaking in English' -and she scoops up the child and runs away, leaving him to die ('AF', 173, 174).
We must suppose that in the end Amy Foster feels she has made a mistake, a misreading of Yanko Goorall's heart. Others feared him. She felt she could see and reach the goodness in him. But in the end he reveals himself to be beyond her. In his heart he is and always has been resident of a place she could never access. Yanko 18 had acknowledged to Kennedy that he could never return home, but every word uttered in his native language shows his deep links to a lost community unknowable to the people among whom he is living and, now, dying. Amy's belief that the stranger could be understood, trusted, welcomed, and loved was wrong, it seems, and she comes to agree with her neighbours: the immigrant is incomprehensible and dangerous, a barbarian. 27 Realizing her vulnerability to this man she does not know, she closes her imagination to him, and takes steps to withdraw his rights as husband and father, escaping with the child. Yanko dies with the English word 'Merciful' on his lips. What can it mean? The verdict of Amy Foster's father -'I don't know that it isn't for the best' -is both a Sophoclean summation and an expression of relief at finally getting rid of an unwelcome guest ('AF', 175). Amy herself quickly begins to forget Yanko Goorall, and neither she nor the child bears his name. 28 It will be for Kennedy to perform the labour of memory and commemoration. 'We live, as we dream, alone,' as Marlow tells his companions in 'Heart of Darkness'. 33 Intersubjectivity, that opening gesture of hospitality and vulnerability whereby we make a claim to see and share the inner life of another and offer our own, is an illusion. We may guess but we cannot see.
This unsentimental and unromantic coolness, sceptical of intimacy, may have roots in Conrad's biography, his childhood bereavements, a certain aristocratic haughtiness, the vagabondage of his career at sea, his reading of Schopenhauer, or the reticence of the talk of men. 34 But in other ways we recognize it as being far from unique. Here, with a sharp awareness of difference, the unknowability of others, and the limits of language and sympathy, we are on familiar ground that Conrad shares with the great modernists, Kafka and Lawrence, Proust and Brecht. It is an art of strangers, an art of scepticism. In the late nineteenth century, as Rachel Hollander and others have persuasively argued, we can see a shift away from a practice of fictional realism and an ethics devoted to knowing and sympathizing with the experience of another, towards an aesthetics and ethics that acknowledge the limits of sympathy and knowledge, and the impossibility of fully comprehending the human scene or bridging the distance between self and other. 35 When Amy Foster imagined sympathetically that she could see the heart of Yanko Goorall, she was 21 acting like a Victorian novelist revealing authoritatively the interiority and authentic moral life of a character. It was as close as can be to an act of unconditional hospitality (though one later to be rescinded). But modern writers are more sceptical of the faith on which such a claim must rest. We cannot really claim to know the guest, and in any case a fully open hospitality is almost unimaginable -'We do not know what hospitality is,' Derrida repeatedly insists 36 -and to offer someone hospitality is to have already asserted a claim to authority over them. Here there is a passage in a letter from Conrad to John Galsworthy that is of extraordinary interest.
One must explore deep and believe the incredible to find the few particles of truth floating in an ocean of insignificance.
[…] The fact is you want more scepticism at the very foundation of your work. Scepticism the tonic of minds, the tonic of life, the agent of truth -the way of art and salvation. In a book you should love the idea and be scrupulously faithful to your conception of life. There lies the honour of the writer, not in the fidelity to his personages.
You must never allow them to decoy you out of yourself. As against your people you must preserve an attitude of perfect indifference -the part of creative power. 37 Conradian scepticism is a name both for mastery and for critical distance. Conrad is never inhospitable to his characters, and indeed as he repeatedly says, the basic 22 motive for telling stories about them is solidarity, an attitude which might be described as hospitality at a distance. In A Personal Record (1912), remembering the writing of his first novel, he asks: 'Why should the memory of these beings seen, in their obscure sun-bathed existence, demand to express itself in the shape of a novel, except on the ground of that mysterious fellowship which unites in a community of hopes and fears all the dwellers on this earth?' 38 But his hospitality to them is not absolute: 'the part of creative power' depends on a refusal to surrender to them, to allow them to decoy him out of himself, to become their hostage, as he thought Galsworthy had become the hostage of his characters. 39 We have arrived, by an admittedly long and laborious route, at the form of aesthetic hospitality that is most relevant to the self-referentiality of the story 'Amy Foster'.
The tale seems to show that absolute hospitality is as impossible as Derrida says, and that the magnificent gesture of openness performed by Amy rested on a false belief that she could see into the heart of Yanko and that there were no borders between them -that, at some level, they spoke the same language. Here is a strange one. 25 Sometimes, stretched at ease in the shade of a roadside tree, we watch the motions of a labourer in a distant field, and after a time, begin to wonder languidly as to what the fellow may be at. We watch the movements of his body, the waving of his arms, we see him bend down, stand up, hesitate, begin again. It may add to the charm of an idle hour to be told the purpose of his exertions. If we know he is trying to lift a stone, to dig a ditch, to uproot a stump, we look with a more real interest at his efforts; we are disposed to condone the jar of his agitation upon the restfulness of the landscape; and even, if in a brotherly frame of mind, we may bring ourselves to forgive his failure. We understood his object, and, after all, the fellow has tried, and perhaps he had not the strength-and perhaps he had not the knowledge. We forgive, go on our way-and forget. 41 It is a prosaic and comically modest, even absurd picture of the labours of the artist.
It is also an instance of the Conradian practice of alienated representation, here both mediated and distanced, as in 'Amy Foster', through the eyes of an imaginative but detached leisured observer of the scene. 42 Ian Watt commends the 'serene metaphorical distance' of the exemplum of the labourer. 43 We are invited to watch the exertions of that faraway figure, whether he be author or character, as he 
